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History In The Making 


It was 1984 in Los Angeles. At a grungy club 22-year-old Axl Rose stood onstage. He played the part of a 
rockstar as best he could, knowing fully-well his band Hollywood Rose was dying. His best friend Izzy Stradlin 
stood beside him, Gibson in hand and black hair in eyes. Unbeknownst to Axl, Izzy had already made plans to 
audition for another group. Going through the motions with little enthusiasm, both of them tried to ignore the 


blasé looks from the faces in the ever-thinning crowd. 
There was one face at the bar that was anything but blasé. 
"Dude, if we could get that singer and that guitar player we'd have a totally fuckin’ kick ass band." 


Slash, local terror of the Los Angeles club scene, turned to his friend Steven Adler and asked, "Dude, which 
fuckin’ guitar player?" 


Steven pointed at Izzy. "That one. The cool one." 


"You think he's cool?" Slash said in a way that proved he was hardly impressed by the guy. "I can see getting 
the singer, but we don't need that pasty-faced semi-guitarist” 


"What are you talking about? He's fuckin’ hot," Steven said ardently. 
Slash rolled his eyes. "Dude, you better be talking about his fuckin’ playing, or I'lI--" 
Steven cut Slash off with, "He's kick ass. We need to get them both." 


"He's not that good, Steven. Trust me," Slash said in a blatantly superior tone. "And anyway, you can't just go 


and fuckin’ pluck someone out of another fuckin’ band" 

"Yeah you can!" Steven argued. "We can do anything we want!" 

‘Shut up," Slash said. "We don't need him. Maybe the singer, but not that guy." 

After seven years Steven knew Slash well enough to know when his jealousy corrupted his judgment. "Fine, 
dude. Whatever. We'll just go fuckin’ find some dickheads in The Recycler and have some boring ass band that 
nobody gives a shit about. Will that make you happy?" 


"Sounds good to me," Slash muttered before taking a giant swig of Jack Daniels. 


Annoyed but not discouraged, Steven watched Axl and Izzy. In his heart he knew the pair of them with him and 


Slash would make an awesome band. He knew there had to be a way. 
After the set, Axl was pulled aside by a blond-haired woman named Vicky Hamilton. Along with Axl and Izzy, 
Vicky also somehow knew that Hollywood Rose was dying. She took Axl's arm and ushered him to the bar. "I 


want you to meet someone." 
Axl looked at her with both irritation and curiosity. He hated surprises. "What? Who?" 
Vicky walked Axl over to Slash, who was now sitting alone, and smiled. "Slash, this is Axl Rose." 


Through a drunken gaze, Slash tried to focus on the red-head in front of him. For a moment he thought it 
was a pretty pale-skinned woman. Then his eyes finally focused. He felt his stomach clench. "Oh fuck!" 


Axl didn't know how to take this. "Oh fuck’ to you, too’ 
"No, no, wait," Slash began. "| thought you were someone else. You're that fuckin’ singer, right?" 
"Yeah," Axl said flatly. ‘lm that fucking singer." He wondered if he'd be needing to punch this guy soon 
Slash said apathetically, "Good fuckin’ show. | really liked that one song” 


"Which song?" Axl asked with narrowing eyes. 


Slash swallowed uncomfortably and wondered if he was about to be sick. "Uh, you know. That one that came 


after that other one." 


Vicky knew this was not going to turn out well if she didn't intervene quickly. She took Axl's arm once again. 
"See you later, Slash." Pulling Axl away she whispered in his ear, "Normally he's a cool guy--a great guitarist” 


"Yeah, uh huh," Axl grumbled. "Where's Izzy?" 


On the other side of the room in a dark corner, Izzy leaned against the wall with a gin and tonic in his hand 
and a smirk on his lips. He had an incredible gift of camouflage. If Izzy wanted to disappear and be left alone, no 
matter how many people were around, he could easily do it. His eyes drifted around the club. It was the usual 
boring faces in the usual boring scene. Izzy sighed. He could feel depression sinking into his body, so he took 
another drink Suddenly he caught sight of a girl he'd been seeing for about a week. She was great in bed but 
horrible everywhere else. Izzy could barely even remember her name. He stood absolutely motionless against 
the wall for several minutes until he saw her leave with her friends. Again, he let his eyes wander through 


the room. Same boring faces. Same sinking depression. 

Then something different caught his eye. He stopped his gaze on a face he'd never seen before. A smile spread 
across this new face and it was as if a tractor beam began tugging at Izzy. Looking at this intriguing blonde he 
wondered, Who is that? 


A disgruntled voice suddenly startled Izzy. "l'm leaving!" 


Unlike most people, Axl had the ability to see past Izzy's camouflage every time. Izzy waited for his heart rate 
to come back down. Then he took a sip of his drink and said, "Okay." 


"Are you coming?" 

Izzy lifted his glass. "l'm just gonna have one more drink" 

Axl impatiently put his hands on his hips. "Well hurry up, man" 

"You go ahead. I'll see you later." 

Axl felt a sudden uneasy feeling in his gut. His mind raced. 

What is this? You're brushing me off? You never brush me off! The only time you'd want to ditch me is if there was a chick involved, and | don't see any chicks! You 
didn't mention any chicks! You would always mention them if you were going off with one! Are you leaving the band and dumping me as a friend, too? Yeah, thats right. 
| know all about you leaving the band It doesn't matter how | know. | just know! Yeah, go ahead and give me that innocent look | know you know | know you're up to 


something. And you know | know you know! Fine, go ahead and fucking brush me off! Asshole! 


Calmly Axl said, "Okay. I'll see you later." 


Izzy watched Axl leave the club and then pulled himself away from the safety of his dark corner and strolled 
out to the opposite end of the room. He stood in front of Steven Adler. Izzy was caught off guard by his 
impossibly blue eyes and momentarily lost the ability to speak 

Steven said with an invigorated smile, "Hey." 


Izzy woke himself up. "Hey." 


Steven grabbed Izzy's hand. "You were fuckin’ great. | was telling my friend Slash that | wanted to steal you 


and your singer for ourselves 

The feel of Steven's hand made it difficult for Izzy to speak He only managed, "Slash" 
"Yeah, that's my friend," Steven said 

Izzy blinked twice, trying to wake himself up. He then asked, "You play?" 

"Drums. Slash plays guitar. bm Stevie, by the way. You're Izzy, right?" 

"Yeah," Izzy smiled "How'd you know my name?" 


Steven laughed. "The band introduction" 


Embarrassed, Izzy chuckled shyly. "Oh, right" Realizing he'd been holding onto Steven's hand the entire time, he 
gently released it. "You liked the show?" 


"Oh yeah! You guys were totally kick ass." 


Neither Izzy or Steven realized it, but both men began to find it difficult to focus on their conversation due to 
the highly distracting dialogues they were each beginning to have in their minds. 


Izzy's eyes traveled between Steven's eyes and full lips as they conversed. Izzy asked, "Are you guys playing 
anywhere soon?" What is it about you? | feel this need to touch you 


"Huh? Oh, we haven't got a band together yet. We'll probably run an add. Maybe in The Recycler. | don't know." 


ls it just me or are you really staring at me? 
"Yeah, The Recycler.” | thought | wasn't into men. | don't know where this is coming from. Axl better not get wind of this 


"Yeah. It's a good--" Steven paused to find the word he was looking for. After a moment he uttered, "Paper." / 
Just realized something You're very fucking sexy! Maybe Im nuts, but | feel like you're flirting with me. 


"Real good." When can we get tagether? "So, do you live around here?" 

"Not too far. I'm hardly ever there, though. | work three different jobs." / want to kiss you really bad 

"Really? Where?" /d really like to kiss you. Wow. Whats up with me? Axl really better not get wind of this 

‘| wash dishes at this crappy little diner and | work at the bowling alley across town and | also sweep the floor 
at this crappy little hair salon. A friend of mine does hair there." We should hang out and get stoned one night. Great things happen 
when you're alone and stoned Hey, that rhymed 

"Hair there," Izzy repeated. 


"| know. It rhymed" 


lzzy asked, "The bowling alley next to the Mexican place?" | could learn to like bowling. Or | could at least learn to like hanging around in a 


bowling alley, following you around as you map the lanes and give people their fungus-infested shoes. 


"Yeah, that's the place. | work there in the afternoons on Friday, Saturday and Sunday." You should come visit me there. I 


can give you head in the back room when I have to go rescue the jammed bowling balls. 
"Uh-huh." Ask me to come hang out Come onl 
"You should come hang out sometime. I'll be there tomorrow from twelve to five." Unkss / decide to leave early with you 
Thank you! "Cool. Maybe III stop by" lil even take a bath before I go. 
Steven smiled sweetly. "Great." /m feeling so happy right now. | must really like you. 

y g so happy righ ly lke yı 
Izzy decided to run before his brain melted. "So maybe I'll see you tomorrow. It was nice meeting you." so, so nice 
"Nice to meet you, too." Whoa! I had the urge fo hug you. 
Without pausing to think, and as if picking up on Steven's vibe, Izzy gave him a hug. It took about two seconds 
for Izzy to realize what he was doing. He patted Steven's back and released him, but allowed his right hand to 
linger on his lower back for a moment. Feeling his face fill with warmth, Izzy gave a little nod and made for the 


door. 


Steven watched him walk away. All of a sudden he couldn't wait to go to work the next day. 


A Smokey Kiss 


Early the next afternoon, Axl had decided to gather a group friends and pay Izzy a visit at his apartment. He'd 
brought a case of Nightrain and a week's worth of griping and gossip. Izzy had been in the bathtub when 
everyone arrived, which they all found quite perplexing. Axl grilled Izzy for fifteen minutes before finally 
skeptically accepting Izzy's explanation that his body odor was starting to offend his own senses. Later, Axl sat 
on the couch with Izzy while the others amused themselves with the stereo and a few attempted to bake 
hash brownies in the kitchen. 


Axl informed, "So Erin said she couldn't make it to the gig because she had a modeling job. | said, ‘Well, why'd 
you take it? You knew we had a gig. Why'd you fuckin’ take it?! And she was all, | need the money, and shit" 


Izzy nodded at appropriate intervals between gulps of Nightrain. 

Axl abruptly switched subjects. "I think | fuckin’ pulled my knee last night, man. | don't know. Something | did 
fuckin’ tweaked something down there. It doesn't feel right," he explained while flexing and extending his right leg 
several times. "Yeah, that doesn't fuckin’ feel right.” 

"Well, maybe you should stop doing that," Izzy suggested. 

Again, Axl switched subjects. "Vicky introduced me to some guitar player last night. He had all this fuckin’ hair. 
He reminded me of one of those fuckin wooly dogs, you know? The ones at dog shows that have no eyes to 
speak of?" 

Izzy numbly blinked at Axl with a cigarette dangling from his lips. He echoed, "Wooly dogs." 

"| think his name was Scram or something." 

"Wooly dogs," Izzy echoed once more. 

"Or Slam or Stash or something." 

"Slash?" Izzy suddenly came to life. "Oh, yeah. That's Stevie's friend." 


"Stevie? You mean Adler, that fluffy blond guy you were talking to?" Axl asked. 


Izzy gave Axl a reflexive look of irritation, which he quickly fought off. Axl must've come back into the bar 
only shortly after he'd left to spy. Izzy said, trying not to sound annoyed, "How'd you know his last name?" 


| asked some of the girls about him. He sounds like a real doofus," Axl said in an uppity tone. 


"He's not a doofus," Izzy said, now barely able to hide his irritation. "Have you even talked to him?" 


Axl laughed, "Why would | do that? | heard he's a permanent pot-head and has the IQ of a fuckin’ spider 
monkey." Axl stopped and sniffed the air. "Oh, | can't wait to dive into those fuckin’ brownies." He shouted at 
the kitchen, "Don't eat them alll" 


Izzy couldn't believe the level of hypocrisy being displayed before him. "What was that about him being a pot- 
head?" 


Axl rolled his eyes. "There's pot-heads and there's permanent pot-heads. Big difference. Plus, he's a moron 
Izzy's eyes bugged. "Oh, that's right. | forgot. You only associate with sober intellectual types." 
"Whatever, dude." 


Izzy looked at his watch. It was already after two. He'd wanted to get to the bowling alley an hour ago, but he 


wasn't looking forward to brushing Axl off again, especially now. 

Sensing his anxiety, Axl asked, "What? You need to be somewhere or something?” 
Izzy cooked up a quick fib. "I told this girl I'd meet her an hour ago." 

Axl didn't miss a beat. "What girl?" 

"This girl | met the other night." 

"What's her name?" 


Picking the first name that came to mind, Izzy said, "Sonja" He cringed, realizing he'd just chosen his mother's 


name. 
Axl raised an eyebrow. "Sonja Heffington?" 


Izzy's face went blank "I don't fuckin’ know her last name, dude," he said while using his nub of a cigarette to 


light a new one. He wondered how the fuck there was an actual chick Axl knew named Sonja 
"Where does she work?" Axl pressed. 


Izzy hands bawled themselves into fists without him realizing it. He gave what he thought would be a safe 


response, "At a restaurant." 


Axl wouldn't let up. "That must be Sonja Heffington She works at Denny's. Cute girl, but! thought she was 


seeing Dave." 


Izzy had no idea how to respond now. "| just fuckin’ met her. | don't know if it's the same chick" 
Axl called out to the kitchen again, "Dave, you still seeing that Sonja chick!" 

"Yeah!" Dave called back. 

Axl called again, "Does she spell her name with a `Y or a `J!" 


Dave answered, "I think with a `Y!" 


Axl looked at Izzy with amusement. "Dude, you better hope your Sonja spells her name with a `J. Dave's been 


known to fuckin’ pull knives on dudes.” 

Izzy sat in quiet bewilderment. 

"Where'd you meet?" Axl asked. 

"At The Rainbow," Izzy said quickly. 

"When were you at The Rainbow?" 

"The other night,” Izzy began to grit his teeth. 

Axl looked baffled. "| thought you were at Andy's the other night." 
"It was after that!" Izzy shouted. "Quit fuckin’ grilling me!" 


"Hey, man. No need to get all fuckin’ testy. | was just curious," Axl said with clear ulterior motives in his eyes. 


"Anyway, | wouldn't tell Dave about this." 
"Jesus Christ," Izzy mumbled. 
Axl asked, "So you wanna hang out tonight later?" 


"| don't know." Izzy tried to find a way to get the night to himself. "I think | may be staying at her place 
tonight." 


Axl's face was starting to look slightly crazed. "All night?" 
"Dude!" Izzy looked at his watch again. "Look, | gotta go." 


"Okay, whatever. So I'll see you tomorrow, then?" 


"Whatever, dude," Izzy said as he got off the couch. "Try not to fuckin’ trash the place too much, all right?" 


Axl chugged his Nightrain. "Yeah, sure." He watched Izzy nearly sprint out of the apartment. Axl muttered to 


himself, "He didn't even want a fuckin’ brownie?" 

Izzy found himself running towards the bowling alley, cigarette still dangling in his lips. Normally he would've 
avoided running in his boots, but he couldn't stop himself. At one point he nearly twisted his ankle on a pebble. 
Two minutes later, he tripped on a curb and fell into the street, nearly getting hit by a guy on a bicycle 
wearing purple spandex. By the time he reached the bowling alley, he'd acquired a slight limp and his hair was 
sticking to his face. 

Izzy walked in and looked around. The place was pretty quiet. An older man who reminded Izzy of his Uncle 
Ralph was the only person bowling that afternoon. Izzy looked behind the front counter and saw the smiling 
face of Steven Adler. Steven called out, "Hey! You made it!" 


Izzy limped over to the counter. "Barely." 


Steven took Izzy's hand in his left hand and gave his shoulder a pat with his right. "You didn't get shot, did 


you?" 

"Not today," Izzy said. 

Steven noticed Izzy was sweating. "You want something to drink?" 

Still slightly out of breath, Izzy said, "Sure. Thanks." 

Steven gave Izzy's hand a squeeze before letting go. "I'll be right back" 

Izzy leaned on the counter and dropped his head. A drop of sweat fell from his forehead and landed on the 
copy of Hustler Steven had been leafing through before Izzy had arrived. Without a second thought, Izzy picked 
up the magazine and flipped the pages until he found a picture of a woman rubbing an oversized brown nipple 


against another woman's dripping clit. Izzy said with a quiet chuckle, "Oh, yeah." 


Steven returned moments later with a large paper cup filled with Coca-Cola. He handed it to Izzy and noticed 


the page he was admiring. "Isn't that a beautiful sight?" 

"Pretty fuckin’ nice," Izzy remarked before taking a large swig of the soda. "Damn, I'm so fuckin’ sweaty.’ 
"Those pictures won't cool you off." 

Izzy closed the magazine. "Good point" 


Steven suggested, "You wanna take off your jacket?" 


Knowing he'd have some righteous pit-stains, Izzy said, "Nah. I'm all right." 
"Okay," Steven said with another big grin. "I'd ask if you felt like bowling, but, uh--" 
Izzy laughed. "Yeah, that's okay. lll just hang here." 


"Or better yet," Steven said with his eyes lighting up. "I've got something for us," he said while patting his 


jacket pocket. "You wanna go outside for a minute?" 


"Sure," Izzy smiled. 


Steven led Izzy to a door at the back of the building. The two stepped outside to the alley and stood beside a 
large green dumpster. Steven looked around to make sure they were alone and then took a skinny joint from 
his pocket. "My friend from the salon got this for me. | haven't had a chance to try it yet, but she says it's 


awesome.” 


Izzy watched Steven light up and take the first drag. Steven closed his eyes as he inhaled, his full lips pursed. 
He held the smoke in for a few seconds and then opened his eyes as he exhaled with a relaxed smile. He passed 
the joint to Izzy. When Izzy took his toke his eyes never left Steven's mouth. After he slowly let the smoke 
out, he said, "Good shit." 


Steven looked at Izzy's face without reservation and remarked, "Your eyes are so pretty." 


For some reason, Izzy felt no discomfort with this observation In fact, he replied with, "Yours are kinda rice, 


too." 


That was all Steven needed to hear. He brought his hands to the sides of Izzy's face and let his fingers slide 
into his black hair. There was no shock on Izzy's part, only welcomed excitement. He pulled Steven tightly up 
against him and a shudder of electricity went through both of their bodies. With an intense glint in his eye, 
Izzy took another long drag off the joint, which he'd still been holding. He gently brought his lips to Stever's, 


exhaling the smoke into his mouth. 


Steven's heart raced and his breath was quick. It was the sexiest sensation he'd ever experienced. He tightened 


his grip in Izzy's hair as Izzy tightened his grip around Steven's back. Their lips only lightly touched together. 
Izzy whispered, his breath tickling Steven's lips, "I think you're beautiful." 

Steven sighed. His entire body was tingling. Softly he moaned, "Fuck." 

Simultaneously, Izzy and Steven brought their mouths together tightly in a deep, wet kiss. Steven felt dizzy 


with exhilaration. Izzy felt a passionate hunger building within him. Their tongues freely played together. Their 
heart rates zoomed out of control. Neither of their minds could hold a coherent thought. Time passed without 


notice. Their lips began to swell from the abuse. Izzy's cheeks and neck were turning bright pink from the 
rough treatment of Steven's slight stubble. 


Steven bit Izzy's chin and then licked it. He took what was left of the dead joint from between Izzy's shaking 
fingers and put it back in his pocket. "Come here," Steven said. He took Izzy by the shoulders and pushed him 
against the side of the cool cement building. He ran his hands down Izzy's shirt and then pushed it up, exposing 
his soft, pale skin. Steven knelt down and gently kissed Izzy's delicate flesh. Izzy watched, enthralled. He loved 


the way Steven's lips looked against his stomach. 
Izzy whispered, "Fuck, you're sexy." 


Steven looked up into Izzy's eyes as he unbuttoned his jeans. A playful smirk appeared on Steven's face. "Are 
you hard?" 


Izzy pushed his hips forward and asked, "What do you think?" 


Steven unzipped Izzy's jeans and reached his hand inside. He could feel Izzy's cock was as hard as the ground 
they stood on. Steven couldn't help but let out a wicked giggle. "Fuckin beautiful" He pulled out Izzy's hard cock 
and stared at it voraciously. "Now thats a beautiful fuckin’ sight” 


Izzy could barely handle the tension. Just the feel of Steven's breath on his dick was almost too much to 
handle. He groaned, "Fuck yeah." 


Steven turned his stare up to Izzy's hungry brown eyes. Steven extended his tongue and gave Izzy's cock one 


very slow and deliberate lick. Izzy's head fell back as he moaned. Steven said mischievously, "Tastes good." 


Izzy lowered his head in time to see Steven take the length of his cock into his mouth. Now it was time for 
Izzy to concentrate on not cumming. He knew this wasn't going to be easy. The warm feel of Steven's wet 
mouth around his dick made him literally weak in the knees. It didn't seem to matter that Izzy had never let 
another man suck his dick, nor did he think he'd ever want one to. Back in Lafayette in a drunken stuper, Axl 
had offered. Izzy laughed it off, knowing quite well it wasn't a joke. Axl played along and laughed, too. Neither of 


them ever mentioned the incident again. 


Izzy watched as Steven sucked, licked and stroked. He seemed to know the right moments when to back off to 
keep Izzy from getting off too early. Steven gave Izzy's dick a break and took his balls in his mouth. Again, 


Izzy's head fell back with a pronounced groan 
Steven pulled away and asked, "You want me to lick your ass?" 
Normally, this question would've startled the hell out of Izzy. No one had done that to him before and it wasn't 


something he ever longed for. For some reason, rather than cringing, Izzy found himself nodding, turning around 


and arching his back. 


Steven pulled Izzy's jeans down and marveled at his beautiful backside. "Holy fuck. You've got a gorgeous fucking 


ass. 
"You think so?" Izzy said with an unseen smirk 


"You have such beautiful skin" Steven pushed Izzy's creamy cheeks apart, revealing the small dusting of dark 
hair encircling his tight little opening. Steven felt his mouth water at the sight before him. He wasted no time 
in putting his mouth around Izzy's pink asshole and touching his tongue directly to the center of it. Izzy 
whimpered as Steven stiffened his tongue and pushed it inside the tight opening. The feel of Izzy's asshole 
squeezing around his tongue drove Steven crazy. As he fiercely continued, he reached around Izzy and took 


hold of his fully-engorged cock. Izzy's knees wobbled and he fought to stay upright. 
Steven pulled his head back for a moment and asked, "Do you want more?" 


Izzy couldn't respond. He could barely remember his own name. He only panted and pushed his ass back 
towards Steven's face. 


Steven licked his left thumb and said, "Get ready." 


While pumping Izzy's cock with his right hand and eating out his ass, Steven took his left hand and reached 
between Izzy's legs. Firmly, he massaged his thumb between Izzy's ass and balls. Again, Izzy's legs buckled. 
Steven worked his magic, playing Izzy like an instrument. The music was the beautiful moans, grunts and gasps 


coming from Izzy's mouth. 


For the first time, Izzy found himself powerless and enjoying it. His mind was miles away. His control was 
completely in Steven's hands. If a parade of nuns marched through the alley, Izzy would've been unable to get 
his pants up and run If his parents had suddenly appeared, it would have made no difference. Even if Axl had 
been standing behind him with a shotgun, it wouldn't have mattered. The only thing Izzy could focus on was the 
feel of Steven's tongue and fingers. That was all that mattered. 


Steven was also lost in euphoria. He knew what was happening was special. There was just something about Izzy 
that made him want to get closer to him. There was a connection he'd never felt before with anyone, male or 
female. This was the only time Steven had been having sexual relations with someone and didn't care if he got 


off, too. He only cared about making Izzy happy. He wanted to pleasure him like no one else ever had. 


Suddenly, Izzy felt as if someone had implanted a bomb inside of him that was getting ready to detonate. "Shit! 


l'm gonna cum." 


Steven pulled back and turned Izzy around. "Yeah, | want it" He brought his mouth back to Izzy's cock and his 
right index finger into his ass, more forcefully stimulating his prostate gland. 


Izzy closed his eyes as the heat built up in his pelvis. His stomach muscles began to tighten. He took Steven's 
hair in his hands as if using it to keep himself from falling down. Izzy said in a husky whisper, "God, l'm 


cumming. l'm cumming." 


Steven sucked Izzy's cock harder and penetrated him with a second finger, all the while continuing to massage 


his perineum with his left thumb. He longed to swallow every last drop of Izzy's cum. 

Izzy threw his head back and pushed his hips forward. As he shot his impressive load, he groaned so loudly 
that a dog in a yard about half a block away was disturbed into barking. Steven felt Izzy's cum squirt 
repeatedly to the roof of his mouth and back of his throat with each guttural groan. Izzy gave one final groan 
and emptied the last of his juices into Steven's nearly full mouth. Steven pulled away and swallowed the salty 
fluid, feeling it glide down his throat. 

Eyes still closed, Izzy smiled He leaned against the building, using what little strength he had left to remain 
standing. With loving eyes, Steven gave Izzy's cock one last gentle touch. He then pulled up Izzy's jeans and 
zipped them. Izzy finally opened his eyes, looked down and outstretched his hands. Steven grabbed hold and 
pulled himself back to his feet. Izzy rested his arms around Steven's waist. Looking up into Izzy's eyes, Steven 
smiled and placed his hands on Izzy's flushed cheeks. Izzy felt a new warmth in his heart. He touched his 
forehead to Steven's and then pulled him into a tight embrace. The pair stood in the alley in each other's arms 
for several minutes. 

Finally, Steven said, "| should really make sure nobody's stealing the bowling balls." 

Izzy laughed. "I guess so." 

"You wanna hang out for a while?" Steven asked with hope in his voice. 

Izzy was amazed the question needed to be asked. He gave Steven a look that clearly expressed this sentiment. 
Steven let out a shy giggle. "Oh, good. | thought you might wanna take off" 

Izzy only smiled and slowly shook his head. 

When the two walked back into the bowling alley, the lanes were deserted. Izzy asked, "Is it always this slow?" 


‘Only when I'm here. | have the boring shift.” 


A voice called out from the counter, "Hey, fucker! How many fuckin’ cigarette breaks do you fuckin’ need in a 


fuckin day?" 
Standing at the counter, hair in eyes, was Slash. Steven called back to him, "Dude, nobody's here!" 


"Well, maybe they fuckin’ came in and left again because nobody was there to fuckin’ help them," Slash said, 
now holding Izzy's cup of Coke. 


Steven returned to his post behind the counter with Izzy in tow. Izzy looked at Slash and couldn't resist. "It's 
the wooly dog.” 


The remark went right over Slash's head as he slurped down the rest of the soda. He set the cup on the 
counter and asked Steven, "Who the fuck's this?" 


Borrowing Izzy's words, Steven said, "It's Izzy, wooly dog." 
Slash repeated, "Izzy Wooly Dog? What the fuck kinda name is that? Is that like an Indian fuckin’ name?" 


Steven looked at Izzy who was now bright red from holding back laughter. He turned back to Slash and said, 
"Remember the show last night?" 


"Uh, actually, no," Slash said. "| don't remember anything after lunch yesterday." All at once, he switched gears 


and clamored, "| wanna bowl!" 
Steven grabbed a pair of shoes and tossed them on the counter. "Here. Go knock yourself out." 
Slash took the shoes and said to Izzy, "See you later, chief." 


Izzy and Steven watched Slash wobble over to his lane and fall into a seat. Izzy asked, "He's the one who plays 


guitar?" 


"Yeah," Steven said as he watched Slash attempting to put his shoes on the wrong feet. "He's the best lead 


guitar player around" 

"Uh-huh," Izzy tried to mask his skepticism. 

Steven added, "He's just an asshole until he gets to know you." 

'| see," Izzy said, now observing Slash trying to light the wrong end of his cigarette. 


Steven grabbed the empty cup from the counter and tossed it in the trash. Then he noticed something was 
amiss. "Hey, Izzy?" 


"Yeah?" 
"Didn't we leave that magazine on the counter before?" 
At that moment at a table at the Mexican restaurant next door, Axl Rose sat with a Long Island Iced Tea, a 


plate of nachos and a certain adult magazine in his hands. He commented in an exaggerated nasally voice, "Now 


that's a beautiful fuckin’ sight" 


Lovers In A Dangerous Time 


Izzy walked on autopilot as his mind drifted. He kept seeing Steven's face in his head. He'd never seen a sweeter 
smile on a man or woman Izzy felt as though a dark cloud had been lifted from his spirit. He could feel 
indisputable joy in his heart. A smile even threatened to overtake his lips as he walked. Izzy knew there was 


only one explanation 
He was in love. 


It was mid-afternoon as Izzy walked back to his apartment. His head was filled with images from the past 
twenty-four hours. He'd spent the night with Steven on a tiny mattress on the floor of a grungy laundry 
room Steven was renting. By the time morning came, Izzy and Steven knew each other better than any of 
their closest friends, and after learning a few things about Steven's past, Izzy felt a strong need to take care 
of him and protect him. Steven wanted to let him. They both wanted to find as many ways to spend time 
together as possible. Before drifting to sleep, Izzy and Steven decided to find an apartment to share and that 
Steven would audition for London, the same band Izzy was going out for. The pair woke up that day sweetly 
spooned together. It took ten minutes of kissing good-bye before Izzy could bring himself to head home. Izzy 
felt completely secure in his new feelings. He knew the nature of this new relationship would have to be kept 


secret, but there was no shame in his heart. There were no disapproving voices in his head. 

Izzy took the key to his apartment from his jacket pocket. Before unlocking the door, he lifted his hand to his 
face. He inhaled deeply and a fresh rush of warmth ran through him when he smelled Steven on his skin Izzy 
looked at his watch. There was still seven hours to go before they would see each other again It felt like 
forever. 

"Fuck," Izzy uttered as he let himself in the apartment. 

"Fuck who?" Axl asked. 


Izzy's heart leapt from his chest and he dropped his key on the floor. “Jesus! Are you trying to kill mel” 


"Now why would | want to do that?" Axl was sitting on Izzy's couch in the same clothes he'd been wearing the 


day before. The look in his eyes made it clear he was thoroughly unhappy about something 
Izzy asked as he closed the door behind him, "Hey man, are you okay?" 

Axl stared at the floor and said, "OF course. Why wouldn't | be? How was Sonja?" 

"My mom?" Izzy realized his mistake as soon as the words left his mouth 


Axl's eyes went from the floor to Izzy's face in a heartbeat. A knowing sneer appeared out of the left corner 


of his mouth. "How quickly we forget our stories." 


‘Stories? What are you talking about?" Izzy asked, feeling his stomach balling into a knot. He tried to switch 
subjects. "Dude, did you ever go home yesterday?" 


"No," Axl said. "| went out for a while. You know that Mexican place next to the bowling alley?" 

Izzy felt faint. "Uh, yeah." 

"| went there for a while. Had some nachos." 

Izzy tried to distract again. "Were they good?" 

Axl didn't hear the question. "You know what's funny?" 

Not wanting to hear the answer, Izzy asked, "What?" 

"That pot-head, fuckin! moron Steven Adler works at that bowling alley. Did you know that?" 

Izzy wasn't sure how to respond without putting himself into a tight spot. "Yeah, | knew that. He told me." 
"Yeah, | know you know." Axl's voice was nearly a growl. "I know." 

Before Izzy could say anything, Axl had punched him in the eye. Izzy spun around and hit the floor hard. He 
looked up and saw Axl standing over him. The next thing he knew, he was being kicked violently in the stomach. 
Izzy threw his hands in front of his face and cried, "Stop!" 

Axl grabbed Izzy by his jacket and pulled their faces about an inch away from one another. He looked at Izzy 
with an evil gleam in his bloodshot eyes. His voice was cold and menacing. "If | were you I'd think about what 
the fuck | was doing. | wouldn't go sticking my cock in unclean places. Your soul will go straight to hell, Iz. A 
man who loves pussy as much as you do should fuckin’ know better than to stick his cock up filthy little 
holes." 

Izzy trembled. He didn't know whether he should deny what Axl was implying, or just tell him to fuck off. He 
didn't want to get socked again. Axl had gone into a dark place and fighting him wasn't an option right now. He 


decided to go with denial. "Man, | didn't do anything!" 


Axl slammed Izzy's head against the tile floor and punched him in the face again. He shouted, "You fucking liar! 
Fuck you!" 


"Stop!" Izzy pleaded again. "I didn't do anything!" 


Axl took Izzy by the ears, picked him up and pushed him against the wall. "No, | guess you didn't do anything. It 
was that dirty little ass-licking faggot who did all the work, right? You just stood there!" 


Izzy found a sudden reserve of strength and sent his own fist into Axl's jaw. A quick knee to the stomach 
followed. Izzy grabbed Axl's hair and slammed him against the wall. Axl was stunned by the retaliation He 
looked at Izzy. His face was now bright red and furious. He said to Axl in an unwavering tone, "You need to 


fuckin’ mind your own business and just get the fuck out of here." 


Axl raised an eyebrow and chuckled. "l'm just trying to help you, Izzy." He straightened up and moved towards 
the door. Before leaving he said, "Thou shalt not lie with mankind, as with womankind: it is abomination" 


"Yeah, why don't you go fuck off and teach Sunday school again, Bill?" 
Axl laughed with condescension as he stepped outside. "It's your soul, Jeff." 
"Thanks a fucking lot, Mr. Clean Soul," Izzy said with the door in his hand. "And by the way, | quit the band!" 


Before Axl could react to his last statement, Izzy slammed the door in his face. He muttered with his eyes 


swelling and stomach aching, "Motherfucker." 

Axl stormed down the street with murderous fury in his heart and hands in fists. He desperately wanted an 
outlet for his rage. He looked up and saw a figure walking up the street toward him. Axl couldn't believe his 
good fortune. 

The figure called out, "Hey!" 

Axl rubbed his hands together and walked faster. A moment later he stood in front of Steven Adler. 

Steven asked, "You're Axl, right? | saw you play the other night. You were fuckin’ great!" 

Axl glared at Steven with a false grin. "Fuckin! great, huh?" 


"Yeah, really fuckin’ great. I'm Steven, by the way. I'm a friend of Izzy's. | was just on my way to see him." 


"Oh, oh. You're a friend of Izzy's, huh?" Fangs seemed to grow from Axl's false grin. "How long have you known 
him?" 


Steven beamed. "Since after your gig the other day. The day before yesterday.” 

‘Oh, really? The day before yesterday. And you're already friends?" Axl was practically foaming at the mouth. 
Steven didn't notice the venom leaking from between Axl's teeth or the steam coming from his ears. "Oh, yeah. 
| feel like I've known him for years. We really hit it off. In fact, | was supposed to be at work right now, but | 


thought I'd go hang out with him instead. | was going to see him later tonight at The Roxy, but | didn't want to 


wait." 


Axl was now trembling and beginning to perspire. "How fascinating. What will you guys do together all day long 
in that tiny little rat-infested shitbox?" 


"Well, I'm not sure." Steven's voice and mannerisms reminded Axl of a ditsy valley girl who'd been cursed with 
way too many male hormones. "I don't know. Probably smoke some weed. Listen to some records. Hang out. You 


know, like that." 

"Sounds real exciting," Axl said flatly. He couldn't figure out what Izzy saw in this idiot. He would never have 
imagined someone like Izzy ever associating with someone like Steven, who's intelligence was so clearly in the 
gutter and who's voice couldn't be more fucking annoying! 

Steven laughed. "I just remembered something Izzy said last night" 


Axl asked while rolling his eyes, "Oh, really? What?" 


"We were talking about ways to make money and he said after me and him move in together we should start 


a pimping agency like in that movie Fonzie was in" 


The words “after me and him move in together" unleashed Axl's fury. He sent his foot flying into Steven's 
balls. Steven cried out in shocked agony while Axl laughed his ass off. He said with wicked glee, "Nice to meet 
you, Adler." 


Steven bent forward, dumbfounded and in severe pain He watched Axl go on his way with a visible spring in his 


step. He said to himself as he throbbed, "Izzy wasn't kidding. That guy is fucking nuts!" 
"Dude, are you okay?" A familiar voice asked. 


Steven looked up. At first he didn't see anyone. Then he turned his head toward a telephone pole and saw Slash 
standing beside it. Steven asked him, "What are you doing here?" 


Slash looked momentarily confused by the question He looked up at the sky and said, "Okay, wait a minute. It'll 


come back to me." 
Steven's balls were still aching. "Hurry up, dude. | need to get some ice on these." 


"Wait! | remember now," Slash declared. "Okay. | got up today and had this major fuckin’ woody, right? | mean, 
not like my usual morning wood. This was mondo, major fuckin’ wood. So | thought I'd go by your place to show 
it to Lisa and Julie, but then | saw you leaving and going the wrong way to work, so | thought I'd better follow 
you ‘cause | thought maybe you were so fucked up you couldn't remember where you were going. Then | hid 


behind the pole so that freaky red-head dude wouldn't fuckin’ see me. Good thing | did. Dude, he's fuckin’ nuts." 


"No fuckin’ shit!" Steven snapped. 


Slash switched subjects. "Did | hear you say you're moving in with Izzy?" 

"We're getting an apartment together. So?" Steven asked as he tried to stand upright 
"Who's Izzy? Is she hot?" 

"She? Slash, you just met hm yesterday! Don't you remember coming down to the bowling alley?" 
‘Uh, no" 

Steven informed, "You bowled four frames!" 

Slash smiled "What were my scores like this time?" 

"| think you bowled something between a ten and a thirty-two" 

"Thirty-two? That's a new record for me," Slash proclaimed. "Anyway, who's Izzy?" 
"Izzy Stradlin is the rhythm guitarist for Hollywood Rose 

"Who?" 

Steven was growing impatient. "The band we saw the other night! 


Slash was baffled. "Steven, you're going to give up living with two hot chicks to go live with some guy named 
Izzy Stradlin? What is he a porn star or something?" 


"He's a guitar player!" Steven screamed. "Don't you ever listen to me when | talk!" 

‘lm listening. Jesus, maybe he has two jobs, dude. You're awfully fuckin’ testy." 

Steven grabbed Slash by the shoulders. "Well, maybe that's because | just got fuckin’ kicked in the testes!" 
"Hey, that was clever," Slash laughed. His shoulders bounced in Steven's grip. He then remembered his previous 
point. "Now let me make sure I've got this straight. You're actually moving out of Lisa and Julie's laundry room 
to go live with some dude?" 

"Yes. You got it." 


Slash eyed Steven suspiciously. "What does he look like?" 


Steven answered with an unmistakable sparkle in his eye. "You know, good looking.” 


Slash threw out the question, "Is he a good kisser?" 
Before he could stop himself, Steven smiled and said, "Yeah." 
"Dude!" Slash yelled. 


Feeling quite stupid, Steven let go of Slash's shoulders and faked a big laugh. "I was just kidding!" He then turned 


around and continued toward Izzy's apartment. 


Slash followed him. "No you fuckin’ weren't! Fuck, Steven. | thought you said you were done with dick after that 
trick in the Toyota fuckin’ raped you," Slash reminded, knowing this statement would get under Steven's skin 


really well 
Steven stopped in his tracks and turned back to Slash. "He didn't rape me!" 

"You said you got in the car just to suck him off, but then he drove you out to the fuckin’ woods and--" 
Steven repeated in a much louder voice, "He didn't rape me!" 

"Bullshit, Steven! You were fuckin’ crying and shit. | had to take you to the doctor! You were fuckin’ bleeding! 
And that wasn't the only time that sorta shit happened to you, dude. | remember even if you fuckin’ black it 


out!" 


Steven's eyes were mixed with hurt and anger. "Shit happens sometimes! What the fuck does this have to do 
with anything anyway? Why are you fuckin’ bringing this up now?" 


"Because | worry about you," Slash said with sincerity. "When you go after men, you go after the wrong fuckin’ 
men. | know you can't help it. Your dad totally fucked you up before you could walk. But, dude, you don't even 


know this guy and you're already moving in with him? Even you can see how fucked up that is, right?" 


"He's not some sick john looking for a teenage hustler to fuck! | trust him, okay?" Steven turned and began 


walking once more, this time with his head down. 


Slash followed him again. "You trust anyone! How many times have you been fucked over by people you 
trusted, Steven? Once again, it's because of your dad. Oh, and your mom, too. You were born, you trusted 
them and they fucked you over. So now you think it's cool if people fuck you over because that's all you know. 
That's just life. It's all you deserve." 


"Stop following mel" Steven had a good idea why Slash was doing this and he'd heard enough. 


"You think you deserved it alll Your dad threw you against walls, kicked you, punched you, threw you down the 
fuckin’ stairs, who knows what else and your mom looked the other way while he did it. Oh yeah, and she spent 


way too much time tucking you in at night." 

Steven turned around and screamed, "Shut up! You're supposed to be my friend!" 

‘lam your friend, dude. That's why I'm saying this. You're not a good judge of people." 

"This is such bullshit! You're just jealous! You don't want me to be close with someone besides youl” 
Slash stood with his mouth open. "Jealous? No fuckin’ way." 

"Yeah. You are. Get over it and mind your own fuckin’ business!" 


Steven stood up straight, turned around for the third time and headed to Izzy's. Slash watched him walk away. 
Deep down he realized Steven was right. Slash really was jealous. He'd been best friends with Steven since they 
were both twelve. They'd grown up together. They'd even lost their virginity with the same woman at the 
same time when they were thirteen! Who was this Izzy person? Who was he to just sweep in out of nowhere 
and steal his friend away? It wasn't fucking fair. OF course, Slash would keep all these realizations to himself 
and continue to deny the jealousy thing. Steven could never find out Slash actually gave a damn. That would 


upset the delicate nature of their relationship. 


Slash watched Steven's walk turn into a run He soon disappeared from sight. Slash tried his best to ignore the 
tiny twinge of sadness in his heart. 


Izzy had to get out of his apartment. Axl's temper tantrum only made him want to see Steven that much 
more. With his face sore and continuing to swell, Izzy dashed outside and started running down the street. His 
feet still hurt from running in his boots the day before, but he ignored the pain. He turned the corner and 


almost ran face first into someone running in the opposite direction. 
Steven's voice was pleasantly shocked. "Izzy?" 


Izzy couldn't believe his eyes. He instantly threw his arms around Steven and pulled him close. "Oh my god," 


lzzy murmured. 


Emotions overrode any sense of concern about the cars that passed by as Izzy tangled his hands in Steven's 
hair and kissed him out in the broad daylight of the Los Angeles streets. Neither Steven nor Izzy were afraid 
of the spectacle they were creating. Even a voice shouting from a car window to take it to boys town didn't 


register in either of their minds. They shamelessly kissed until a beer can was thrown from a moving car and 


hit lzzy in the side of the head. 


"Heyl" Izzy shouted. He turned to the street and saw a red Mustang speeding away. Steven put his hand softly 
on the side of Izzy's head as Izzy muttered, "Motherfuckers." 


Steven looked up at Izzy's face and felt a sudden wave moving in his chest. He now noticed the wounds inflicted 


by Axl's fists. Steven didn't need to ask where they came from. Somehow, he already knew. Between what Slash 
had said earlier and the red swelling around Izzy's dark soulful eyes, the wave in Steven's chest grew beyond 


his control. He wrapped his arms around Izzy again and a rush of tears escaped him. Izzy held him tightly. 


For a moment, Izzy could see a glimpse of their future. He could see the rooms full of people, the eyes always 
watching, the bathrooms they would have to sneak off to be alone together in. Even if they lived together, 
there would always be others around, friends and hangers-on alike. They would probably only be able to live 
together a short time before people would begin to talk. There would always be a reason to be careful. Urges 


to be close to each other would constantly need to be controlled 


As Steven cried, no words were necessary. They both understood. This love was not going to be easy. 


